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Author's Notes: 
The subject is rather complicated, even in the Ramones universe. Phil Spector may have been a legend in the 


music world, but he was not necessarily the best as a person 


Set on Sunday morning with the Garcias, mid-January 2021, during a Beatles radio programme. Neddie and 
Jorge have completed quarantine since the whole family-except for their mother—tested positive for COVID-19. 


Cross-post on A03. 


It was just after the opening of Breakfast with the Beatles on the radio, that | got news about the death of 
"Harvey Phillip Spector”. 


The Phil Spector? 


Last time | heard on the same programme, Spector was still in prison, serving a lengthy sentence for murder. 
He died at the end, and during the pandemic no doubt. | was not surprised. 


The person who happened to come to mind was none other than Johnny Ramone. 


He was not surprised the Phil Spector would kill that woman. 


The production for End of the Century was bad enough, with the bodyguards in the mansion and the handguns 
on the spook (according to Dee Dee) and the band being at odds with this personality. Even in troubled times I'd 
find some bops, but Johnny was so disappointed with the results that he essentially disowned the album. One 
day, he said that he would "de-Spectorize" End of the Century. While a daunting task, | wanted to ask how a 


real Ramones album would sound. But Johnny was not here. 

Neither was Joey, strangely for someone | was close. | haven't gotten much from his side of the story, just 
that he's written some of the worst songs. (The Ramones also covered The Ronettes’ "Baby, | Love You", and 
Joey was more than once photographed with Ronnie throughout his career.) | wasn't too sure about Marky- 
who remains alive of the second line-up-as he would later deny the incident where Spector held the punks at 
gunpoint. 


That would leave me with, of course, Dee Dee. 


"Have you heard?" He leaned on the edge of the top bunk, an arm around the railing, and with a boyish smile 


on his face even when we were dealing with such a serious subject. 
"Yes " 


"What's the news?" Jorge asked from the bottom bunk. It was at this moment that Mum brought us the egg 
sandwiches and hot cups of afole, but not before glancing at the bassist from her spot by the stove. 


"Phil Spector is dead!" we chorused with glee. 
"Wow," Jorge took the time to process. "You must've really hated that guy." 
We nodded in affirmation, and Dee Dee added, "Not as much as Johnny, though." 


The horror behind End of the Century may have been wild, but Johnny and Dee Dee's contempt towards the 


record producer was unfortunately true. 


"You see," the bassist bent over a bit so that he could see the lad, while holding on to the railing. "John likes 
being in control, but apparently so did Phil Spector." At this, | grimaced. 


The prospect of these two forces clashing in heaven... 


Dee Dee straightened back up to acknowledge me. We were no strangers to dominant people, but this was 


another level. 


"Anyways, this madman was making Johnny play the beginning chord of ‘Rock ‘N! Roll High School’ over and 


over again, because it didn't have that sound he was looking for." 

The album version of the song sounded different than the music video | grew up with. 

"I'll bet he snapped." 

"Yeah. He even tried to shoot him" 

That would mean no guitarist and no leader. Johnny was a bastard, but we didn't want him to end so soon 
"Do you think Spector's going to come after the Ramones again?" 


Suddenly, there was a knock at the front door. Dee Dee went to answer, and Jorge handed him the disinfectant 
spray bottle before heading for the bathroom. | braced myself. 


The locks clicked, and the doors swung open. 

"Joey" 

And the doors closed shut just as fast. 

Thankfully, it was not the spectre.. 

Joey removed his protective gear, and let Dee Dee spray, taking in the ambience of the living room. 


"Rough night?" | could tell from the frontman's wobbly state. He had trouble walking, and had to hold on to his 


bandmate for support. 
"| guess you can say that again," Joey gave a weak chuckle. 


Having eventually settled at the bunks, he unzipped his jacket, the warmth of a family-currently, a couple 


punks and an autistic ace hanging out-contrasting with the cold California winter. 


"Don't worry about it," Dee Dee reassured us. "We roasted the hell outta that guy!" 


